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CHARLOTTE CORDEE, 


ASSASSINATOR OF MARAT. 





Tranflated from the French of M. Du Broea. 


CHARLOTTE CORDEE was born at St. 
Saturnir. des Lignerets, A. D. 1768. Nature 
had beltowed on her a handfome perfon, wit, 
feeling, and mafculine energy of underftanding, 
She received her education in a convent ; but, 
difdaining the frivolous minutiz of that {pecies 
of education, the laboured with conftant affidu- 
ity to cultivate her own powers, and hourly 
firengthened that bent of her imagination to- 
wards the grand and fublime, which accorded 
with the inflexible purity of her manners, while 
it fitted her tor that perilous enterprize to 
which, at the age of 25, the tell a delf-devoted 
jucrifice. 

Her love of ftudy rendered her carelefs of 
the homage that her beauty attra¢ted, and her 
detire of independence cauied her to refufe ma- 
ny ofiers of marriage trom men to whom her 
heart was indifferent. But even philofophy 
and patriotifim could not always render the 
brealt of their fair and heroic dilciple invulner- 
ible to the fhafts of love. The young and 
handfome Belzunce, Major en-fecond of the 
regiment of Bourbon, quartered at Caen, be- 
came devoted to her, and iucceeded to infpire 
her with a paflion as virtuous as profound. 
This young officer was mailacred on the rith 
ef Augult, 1789, by a furious multitude, after 
Marat, in feveral fucceflive numbers of his 
journal, called L’ Ami cu peuple, had denounced 
the untortunate Belzunce us a counter-revolu- 
From thet moment the foul of Charlotte 
Cordee knew no happineds and repofed only on 
the defire of vengeance upon him whom the be- 
heved to be the authot of her mifery. 

ter hatred of Marat became yet more ve- 
hemeat after the events. of the thirty-firft of 
May, when fhe beheld him who had decreed the 
death of Belzunce now matter as it were of 
the deftiny of France ; while the deputies, 
whofe principles the loved and whofe talents 
the honoured, were protcribed and deftitute 
fugitives, and looking vainly to their country, 
iO Prenchmen and the laws, to fave them from 
the outitvetched fwotd of tyranny. .. Then it 
wes that Charlotte Corfee refolved to fatisfy 
the vengeance of her love and fnatel her coun- 
try from the grafp of the tyrant. 

‘Vo execute with perfeverance and caution 
¢ had planned upon principle, was 


? 
4 


that which fl 
nuiural to the determined and tteady mind of 
Charlotte Cordee. She left Caén on the oth 
ot July, 1793, and arrived about noon on the 
third duy at Paris. Some commiflions with 
which the was charged by her famgily and 
frieuds,oceupied her the firtt day afterher arriv- 
al. Early on the next morning fhe went to the 
palais royal, bought a knife, and, getting into 
wich, drove to the houfe of Marat. 


B DIACKHEeY ce 








It was not then pofliblefor her to obtain an au- 
dience of him, though fhe left nothing uneffay- 
ed that fhe thought likely to influence in her 
favour the perfons who denied her admittance. 

Being returned to her hotel, fhe wrote the 
following letter to Marat : 

© Citizen—I am jult arrived from Caen.— 
Your love for your country inclines me to fup- 


pofe you will liften with pleafure to the fecret | 


events of that part of the republic. “1 will pre- 
fent mytelf at your houfe ; have the goodnefs 
to give orders for my admiflion, and grant mea 
moment’s private converfation: I can point 
out the means by which you may render an im- 
portant fervice to France.” 

In the fear that this letter might not produce 
the effe& the defired upon Marat, fhe wrote a 
fecond letter, ftill more prefling, which fhe in- 
tended to carry with her, and leave for him, in 
cafe fhe was not received. It was exprefled as 
follows :— 

“‘T wrote you this morning, citizen Marat. 
Have you received my letter ? I cannot imag- 
ine it is poflible you have, when I find your door 
Rill clofed againft me. Tintreat that you will 
grant me an interview to-morrow. I repeat, 
that I come from Caen—that I have fecrets to 
reveal to you of the higheft importance to the 
fafety of the tepubli¢. Befides, | am cruelly 
perfecuted for the caufe of liberty. I am nn- 
fortunate ; to fay that, is fuffcient to entitle 
me to your protection.” 

It was unneceffary to prefent the fecond let. 
ter ; for, when Charlotte Cordee arrived at the 
houfe of Marat, between feven and eight in the 
evening, and {poke impreilively of her detire to 
fee him to the woman who opened the door, 
Marat, who heard her trom his bath, where he 
then was, concluded it was the perien from 
whom he had received the letter of the morn- 
ing, and ordered that the fhould immediately 
be admitted. 

Being left alone with him whom fhe intend- 
ed to immolate to the manes of her lover and 
the injuries of her country, and fitting clofe by 
his fide the anfwered with the mott perfect {elf- 
poffeffion his eager quellions concerning the 
proferibed deputies that were at Caen. He de- 
manded their names, with thofe of the magif- 
trates of Calvados, all of whom fhe named ac- 
curately. While he wrote memorandums of 


their converfation upon his tables, Charlotte , 


Cordee meafured with her eye the fpot where- 
on to {trike, when, Marat having faid that all 
thefe deputies and their accomplices fhould 
prefently expiate their treafon upon the fcaffold, 
her indignation received Mis words as thefignal 
ot vengeance ; the fnatched the. weapon trom 
her bofom, and buried the entire knife in his 
heart ! A fingle exclamation efcaped the mif- 
erable wretch— Por me /’? he taid and expir. 
ed, . 

Tranguil and unmoved amidft the general 
confternation, Charlotte Cordee, as if the pro. 
pofed to atone for the murder however fhe 
deemed it unneceflary, by a public death, did 
noteven attemptherefeape. She had received 


_feveral violent blows on her head from a neigh- 

bor of Marat, the perfon who ran into the room 
_on hearing the news of his affaflination ; but 
when the armed force arrived fhe put herfelf 
under their protection. An officer of the po- 
lice drew up minutes of affaffination, which the 
cheerfully figned, and was then conveyed to 
the prifon of the Abbey. ne 

Calumniated, abufed, and even perfonally 
ill-treated by the faction of Marat, fhe was 
three days expofed in her dungeon to all their 
infults and ill-ufage, before fhe was brought to 
_trial.— During this interval, fhe had found 
means ‘to write to her father imploring his for- 
givenefs tor having thus difpofed of her life 
without his concurrence. 

It was within the prefence of men about to 
decide upon het death, one fhould have feen 
| Charlotte Cordee, to have felt the grandeur of 
_her charaéter. The records of the trial, and 
her own letters, give but a faint picture of her 
| dignified and noble deportment. _ If the {poke 
_ of her judges, it was neither with the wild ener- 
| gy of a demoniac, nor did fhe affe& the lan- 
| guage of innocence ; it was with the felf fatis- 
| faction of a voluntary victim, who feels it natu: 
ral to devote her life to the falvation of her 
country, who did not welcome death ag the ex: 
piation of a crime, but received it a8 the inevi- 
table confequence of a mighty effort to avenge 
the injuries of a nation, "While the éurfes of 
an incenied and prejudiced people ® réfournded 
on all fides, fhe betrayed neither feorn hor'in- 
dignation. When the looked upon the angry , 
multitude, her eyes exprefied a generous’ pity 
for the fufferings and delufion of her country- 
men. It the defpifed the men who fat in judg- 
ment on her life, fhe forbore to’ infult them ; 
but replied to their reiteratéd queftions with a 
compoftire and préfence of mind that aftonith- 
ed them ; while her face and perfon wete ant- 
mated with the bloom of youth and béauty, 
her words were graced with ‘the eloquérice of 
alage ! ; 

The defence made by her council, deferves 
to be recorded here tor its peculiar propriety 
in her circumitances. ‘ 

“ You have heard,” fauid her council, alto. 
gether confounded by the courage the difplay. 
' ed, “ the anfwers of the prifoner; fhe acknow- 
ledges her guilt :. fhe even acknowledges, in i 
very deliberate manner, her long premeditation 
of the event. . She has not {nifered any of the 
molt revolting of its cir¢umftances to pafs un- 
noticed by you. She confefles the whole charge, 
_ and.does not feek in any manner to jultify her. 

felt. This immovable temper, this: abfolute 
| detertion of herfelf, in the very préfence; 1 may 
| day, of death ; this abfence of all rémorte ; 
thefe are fo ‘far from being natural, that they 
can only be refolved into that political phrenzy, 
‘which placesa poignard in the hands of 4 ma- 
niuc ; andit is for you, citizens jurors, to de- 
termine what weight this confideration ought to 
have in the balance of jultice.” 
After the tumult and loud applaufe that fol- 


lowed her condenmition had ceafed, the ade 
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dreffed hetfelf t@ ‘her cowncil--“ You have de- 
fended me,” the faid, “in a manner as gener- 
ous as Uelicate : it was the only one that could 
have rendered me that fervice which was your 
obje@ : accept my thanks and elteem. ‘Theie 
geatlenteh inform me that my property is con- 
fifeattd ; butthere are fome little debts to pay 
in my prifon ; and, as a proof of the eiteem [ 
bear you, I give the performance of this my 
lat duty into your hands.” 

The hour of her punifhment had drawn im. 
menfe crowds into every avenue to the place of 
execution. When fhe appeared alone with the 
executioner in the cart, in defpite of the con- 
itrained attitude in which the fat, and of the 
diforder of her drefs, (for, with a littlenefs of 
malice, they had defpoiled her of every thing 
that could contribute to the decency of her ap. 
pearance) fhe excited the filent admiration of 
thofe even who were hired to curfe her. One 
man alone had courage to raife his voice in 
her praife: he was a deputy from the city of 
Melitz—his name was Addam Lux. He cried, 
“© She is greater than Brutus !”’ He publithed the 
fame fentiment, and figned his own condemna- 
tion. He was thortly after gu llotiged. 





AN EXTRACT. 

[The Oration, from which the following is copicd, 
gvas pronounced at Dartmouth College, June 1801, 
on the death of Mr. Ephraim Simons, member of 
the Senior Clafs ; by Mr. Damien Werorer, now 
Attorney at Law in Bofcawen, in this State. ] 


{T is not our bufinefs elaborately to eulo- 
gife, nor our with to emblazon the memory of 
the dead with the glare of applaufe. To thofe 
who knqw our departed friend panegyric were 
in§pid ; to thafe who knew him not, it might 
appear vain. Suffice it to fay, that his ac- 
quaintances recognized, in his perfon, the ¢en- 
tleman, the fcholar and the chriftian ; in the 
commerce of life, free and affable ; in the 
walks of literature, inqufitive and fagacious ; 
in the truths of religion, firm and inflexible— 
looking forward to the high and exalted merit 
of ferving his country and his Gop. As his 
religion inculcated the exercife of a noble and 
ingennous franknefs, the vile fons of craft and 
duplicity inherited neither part nor lot in his af- 
fections. 

To iurviving friends, gladdening is the re- 
fleétion, that he died, as he had lived, a firm 
believer in the fublime do¢trines of Chritianity. 
He died not, like Voltaire, the champion of in- 
fidelity, in the anguith of his foul, and with a 
hell in his bofom ; he died not uttering impre- 
cations and blafphemies ; he died not in the 
agonizing tortures of a criminating confcience ; 
but when the lamp of life quivered in its fock- 
et, when he perceived that the days of his years 
were completed, the laft rational moment of 
his life was occupied in prayer to Him, whofe 
blood ftreamed on Calvary, the Immanvet, 
the Prince or Peace. Whoever knew him in 
life, and faw nim in death, will cordially ad- 
drefs this honorat.e teltimony to his memory, 


** He taught us how to live, and, O too high 
** The price of knowledge ! taught us how to die." 


The dignity that invelted his character in 
his laft hour, was the endowment of that re- 


life, and a powerful friend in deathh When 
the pride of feience, the pageantry of philofo- 
phy, the wily arts of cunning and fubterfuge, 
and the parade of hypocrify all vanifh away, 


religion then, like a protecting feraph, fhields | 


. igi which ever proves a faithful diretor in | 





THE LITERARY TABLET. 


her votary frora harm, drives from his prefence 
the pale, terrifying {pectres of death and def- 
pair, and ferenely lays him to repofe in the bo- 
fom of Providence. Religion diflervers the 
chain that binds man to the duit, and bids him 
be immortal. Itenables the foul to recline on 
the arm of the Autmicury, and the tempett 
beats harmlefs around her. .* In the fmooth 
feafons and the calms of life,” the worth of 
religion is not eftimated.. Like every thing 
elfe, which has in it the genuine marks of great- 
nefs, itis not captivated by the allurements of 
worldly grandeur, nor the ioft and filken {cenes 
of luxury. Amidit the gaiety and frivolity of 
a Parifian Court, the philolfopher of Fernay 
could curfe religion without a bluth ;—Hume, 
proud of that reputation which his talents ac- 
quired him, could play it off in a metaphyltical 
jargon ; and Paine difpofes of it, with a {neer 
and a lie.—But let religion be eftimated by 
him, who is juft walking to the ftake of the 
martyr ;. by him who is doon to fuffer the ter- 
rors of the inquilition ; by him who is pro- 
f{cribed and banithed from his family, from his 
friends and from his country.—Thefe will tell 
you that religion is invaluable ; that is gives 
them comfort here ; that it is the earnett of life 
eternal, the warrant that gives poffeilion of 
endlefs felicity. 

Whoever, therefore, poffeffes and practifes 
the pure principles of Chriltianity, leaves at his 
deceafe, a turbulent, vicious world, for the fo- 
ciety of fanctified and glorified beings. How 
falutary then is the balm of Gilead—how fuir 
the rofes that bud on Zion ! 

While we mourn, let us not mourn for our- 
feives alone. In fympathy there is nothing 
feliifh nor contracted ; animated and benevo- 
leat, its rays are diffuled as widely as the 
ftrokes of affliction are felt. There are icenes 
{till more affecting than we have witneffed, 
there are bofoms, whofe forrow is greater than 
our own. Is any one here, whofe tears have 
fiown for a fon, or fora brother? Any one who 
has felt the heart-rending pangs of a jeparation 
of thofe ties, which nature forms and love cor. 
roborates ? Go to the fhades of Templeton,* to 
the bofom of a family furprifed by the tid. 
ings of death ! Your feelings {hall there be ar- 
retted by eloquence that nothing can refift, the 
eloquence of nature, the eloquence of griet. 
A brother’s tears, a filter’s fighs fhall there a- 
wake the fympathetic emotions in every heart 
that is not fteeled in infenfibility. Robed in 
the fable attire of affliction, you thall there be- 
hold a mother, whofe bofom throbs—You fhall 
fee a father but you have feen. Lowly 
bending over yonder baluftrade you have feen 
the tear of age trickle down the cheek of a vén- 
erable parent. With eyes turned towards 
Heaven, you have feen the ftruggle between 
fortitude and affection fhake his frame. You 
faw, and did you not pity ? Did not the manli- 
nefs of filent griet heave a figh from your 
breafts, that afcended with your mornifg af- 
pirations, and mingled with the hallowed in- 





cenfe of a parent’s prayers at the throne of 


Grace? 
* Where the parents of the deceafed refide. 





WANT OF METHOD. 

The great difficulty with moft people is their 
want of method and determination. This will 
explain to us the reafon why moft of our ftu- 
dents are fo little acquainted with polite litera- 
ture, and produce fo few original writings. 





They will tell us, they are under the neceffity 
of attending to fome kind of profeffional bufi- 
nefs, or money-begetting employment, through 
the day ; confequently, have no time for read- 
ing or refle&tion—for planning or for execut- 


ing. But the evening—* that is taken up with 
company ;” not long at a time however, or at 
lealt, not always. “ But after the evening is 
fomewhat advanced, one has fo little time, and 
wants to read to many things 7” Ah! there’s 
the rub—you have no method or no determination ; 
and procrattination, contufion, and indecifion 
are the plagues of mankind. Thus it flands :— 
Company gone, the ftudent fays he will to his 
tafk—* but he has not time enough to read an 
oration in Cicero, a chapter in Greek, (don’t 
fcowl, faftidious reader, for there is as much 
wildom in fome fuch old fathioned things, as in 
cards and novels) a chapter of hiftory or biog- 
raphy, « long ftate paper, a review, a poem,— 
or to write a differtation, or a number fer the 
gazette, befides he has feveral other little mat- 
ters to attend to foon.—Very well, let him at- 
tend to them ¢his evening, or read shi: evening, 
and attend tothem the next ; or let him read 
or write, while he would otherwife be wi/hing 
for more time. But no! he fits down and can 
do nothing for want of time to do too much— 
there he thinks nothing—then gettiug up does 
nothing—turning round three or four times he 
refolves upon nothing—taking up one book and 
throwing by another, he /earas nothing —fitting 
down again he writes nothing—riling again, 
he fays nothing :—then, when the clock trikes 
TWELVE! he daows nothing ;. and gees to bed-— 


Notuinc, (Troy Gaz.) 





MRS. RATCLIFFE. 
I claim the privilege of being one of the 
admirers of this wonderful woman. It is eaiy 
to find a thoufand faults with her writings, 
and faults, which cannot be defended on any 
of the canons of criticifm. But I have for- 
gotten her faults, and remember enly her 
beauties. Her imagination is inexhauttible, 
and her fancy fometimes difplays itfelf in de- 
fcriptions, of unequalled beauty. She is in 
truth always a poet, except when fhe writes 
verfes. Her grand excellence however is in 
the conception and impreflion of charaéter, and 
her greateit character is undoubtedly Schedoni. 
There is nothing within the whole compafs of 
the Epos or Drama fuperior to it. It is long 
fince I read the Italian, and yet the image of 
the dark, mylterious, horrible monk is almoit 
as vivid, as when it was firft imprefled. The 
{cene on the feafhore no reader ever yet forgot, 
—And this woman is now a maniac. 
[ Anthology.” 





Mr. Ortanno, 


I think the following extra®& from a late Lon- 
don paper very applicable to the prefent age. If you 
are of my opinion, pleafe to give it a place in the 
Literary Tablet, and oblige your correfpondent. 

W. 

HOW mortifying to human pride is the re. 
flection, that the moft fordid of all the vices 
has fometimes ftained the highelt characters. 
In the reign of George the Firft, tre Lord 
Chancellor Macclesfield was condemned to a 
fine of thirty thoufand pounds, and imprifon- 
ment, for fe/ing commiflions to matters in chan- 
cery. In the preceding reign the Duke of 


Marlborough, after returning from victories as 





{plendid as any in hiftory, was difmiffed from 














the Queen’s fervice tor having taken a bribe of 
{ix thoufand pounds a year, from aJew, ina 
contract to fupply the army with bread. And 
in earlier times, Lord Bacon, w ho laid down 
thofe principles, by the aid of which Newton 
yaiied his immortal fyftem, was punithed for 
bribery and corruption, in the adminiltration of 
his office. What excufe can there be for {uch 
perfidy ?—Yet when characters, 10 exalted in 
other refpects above their {pecies, have been 
found frail, there is lefs wonder that in more 
ordinary characters of the vulgar great, temp- 
tation fhould be an overmatch for conicience. 
A man of unfound heart, incorre& education, 
and reftlefs ambition, be his fancy ever fo 
warm, and his intelleé&t ever fo keen ; be his 
talents ever fo popular, and his ability of doing 





good ever fo great, ought never to be trulted 
with power, left he be tempted to proftitute it | 


to the worit of pur pofes. 
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FOR THE LITERARY TABLET, 


DIVERSITY OF OPINION. 


THE &udy of Natural Philofophy is calcu- 
jated to entertain the enquiring mind, To in- 
veltigate the hidden operations of nature, to 
trace the connedtion of her laws, and to explain 
her multiform phenomena, are rational and 
fublime employments. 

The rill, which glides by the dwelling of the 
peafant, conveys to his untutored mind the 
ideas ot beauty and utility, and he enquires no 
farther. The Philofopher finds in the fame a 
fruitful fource of delight and contemplation. 
‘he unlettered ruftic hears with terror the 
thunder of heaven, he views with awe the livid 
lightning. The Philofopher explains the myf- 
terious caufe, and condutts the death-portend- 
ing flafh harmiefs to the earth. 

The penetrating obferver of nature views, 
with aitoniihment, the progrefs of vegetation. 
The air he breathes furnifhes him a theme for 
noble and ufetul fpeculation. A falling fhower 
is a world of wonders. 

But in obferving the characters of thofe, who 
have attended to this interefling ftudy, we per- 
ceive the different eftects it has produced on 
their opinions and belief.—One with a frigid, 
{ceptic foul, which we are almoft tempted to 
believe material, pretends to be loft in doubt, 
and bewildered in uncertainty.—A fecond, con- 
tident in his knowledge, can account for a// 
things. He ditclaims the weak notions of the 
humble enquirer after truth, maintains the 
eternity of matter, or fome other dogma equal- 
ly abfurd ; and, with infidel front, denies the 
Great Firilt Cauie. Another, acknowledging 
his inability to comprehend many of the mylte- 
rious laws of nature, owns a creating hand, and 
* Jooks through nature up to nature’s God.” 

In that ttudy, which is fo. important in the 
iciences, and more refined aswell as mechanic 
arts, und in nearly all the purpofes of life, the 
cuute of fuch diiparity in its efteéts fhould be 
accurately fought and fully known. And this 
Wwe attempt to do on the following hypothefis. 

4. perfon of a warm temperament, who has 
acquired a habit of judging haftily, and is im- 
patient of abltraét reafoning, will find many 
things to dilturb him in the courfe of his ftudy. 
He cannot explain them immediately ; he there- 
fore condemns the opinion of his author, or in- 
ftructor, and paffes more eafily over the diffi- 
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culty by framing an hypothefts, or embracing | 
fome abfurd, unfounded theory. In this way 
he contraéts a habit of forming fyftems, more! 
confonant to his ideas of mature; and in a halty 
and felf-fufficient manner explains every phe- 
nomenon. 

Another begins the ftudy, with a mind little 
in harmony with the Divine Characet, and 
uneafy in the belief of his exiftence. Stich an 
one will certainly be* a fceptic. The film of 
prejudice, which covers his eye, will darken 
every object he beholds. Beauty, harmony 
and regularity will to him appear difgufting 
diforder and deformity. He will foon be con- 
firmed in error, for “ None are fo blind as the 
man who will not feé.””,—We pafs others by, to 
notice him, who feeks truth wherever it may be 
found, who loves it, whatever it be. Such an 
one reafons coolly, judges without” prejudice, 
and therefore obtains correé notions. Such 
an one looks into nature with delight ; for there 
is harmony, there is order, there 1s a difplay of 
confummate wifdom. At every advance he 
exclaims in ecltacy, what new wonder is here? 
As he analyzes the air, his mind dilates with 
adoration ; while he ftudies the properties cf 
fire, his affections are inflamed with love ; as 
his mind explores, in imagination, unbounded 
{fpace, his foul proportionably rifes in centem- 
plation of Deity. 

Thus tempers and difpofitions, at firft little 
differing, produce in the courte of ittudy a 
great diverfity in opinion and belief. ‘Take 
heed, ye obfervers of nature, with what tem- 
pers ye enter the threfhold of her myiterious 
temple ; for on this depends your fuccets. As} 
your prejudices, or tempers incline, the will 
either lead you into the hall of reafon, feat you 
under the canopy of truth, ditplay before you 
her own richeit treafures, and teait you on her 
delicacies ; or, fhe will lead you co the dun- 
geon of error, and there confine you with 
the fetters of prejudice, blinded with doubt, 
and ftarred with infidelity. 


LOAMMI. 
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Saniuel Bragg, Printer, Dover, do. 

Elitha Ticknor, merchant, Bolton, Ms. 

H. Weld Fuller, Efg. Augufta, D. M. 

John C. Gray, Printer, Danbury, Con. 

Dr. Eliphalet Lyman, Stafford, do. 

Harry Crofwell, Printer, Hudfon, N. Y. 

Wright & Co. Printers, ‘Troy, do. 

Dodd & Rumiey, Printers, Salem, do. 

J, Warren Brackett, Efq. N. York (City). 

Tobias Boudinott, Efg. Newark, N. Jerfey. 

Loring Andrews, Printer, Charlefton, 6. C. 

And the Poftmatters in New-England. 

Agents are requelted to tranfmit us the names 
of fubfcribers as foon as procured, and are au- 
thorized to receive payment for ‘he Tablet 
and receipt for the fame. © They will be allow- 
ed, for their trouble, ten per cent. on all the 
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money they obtain from fob{cribers and con-' 
vey to the Printer. 


If 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


No. 1. § From the Literary Workfbop’ is receiv- 
ed, and {hall foon have the attention it mérits. 
We with the beft fuccefs to thefe literary la- 
borers. 

A. Z.’s lines on ¢ Hope’ will be perufed with 
pleafure, and would bear comparifon with the 
molt finifhed poems of the day. 

Acovette’s favor fhall foon be given to the 
readers of the Tablet. 

Our friend W’s communications would be 
more acceptable, were he more attentive to his 
penmaniliip. On¢ patt of his paper is written 
elegantly, but the other is fearcely legible.— 
We hope to hear frequently from this corref- 
pondent. 

Hermes’ * With’ fhall occupy a place in our 
next number. 

N.’s paper thall not ¢ pafs in filence to de- 
ftruction.” The fentiments of this writer ure 
luperlatively good, but his ftyle would admit 
of much improvement. 

L’s * Ode toa Windmill’ is too clattering for 
the Tablet. 

Hiram’s production has not yet been ¢xam- 
ined. 

Is Eucenio’s mufe weary ?- or fauntering in 
* Souhegan Grove’? 





Hypocrotes begins his celebtated aphotiims 
in this way: “ Life is fhort, fcience is long, 
opportunities of knowledge rare; experiments 
fallacious, and reafoning difficult ”’ 





DIED]—In Europe, her Royal Highnels 
Madame the Countefs D’ Artois, confort of the 
2d brother of the unfortunate Louis xvi. 
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FOR THE LITERARY TABLET, 


EPIGRAM. 

The following ingenious epigram was writ- 
ten by Pope, the celebrated poet, on a pane of 
glafs, with the Earl of Chelterfield’s diamond 
pencil. It is difficult to determine whether it 
does molt honor to the writer, or the perton 
fer whom the compliment is defigned— 

Accept a miracle inflead of wit, 

See iwo dull lines with Stanbope’s pencil writ. 














JUVENAL’s X SATIRE, 
Tranilated into Englith Vetie, 
By Wa. Girrorn, £/. 


ARGUMENT. 

THE fubjec of this inimitable Satire is the 
Vanity of Human Wifhes. The poet takes his 
{ftand onthe great theatre of the world, ani! 
fummons betore him the ilufiricus chara@eis 
ges. As they appear in fucceffion, he 
thews, irom the principal events of their lives, 
how little happinefs is promoted, by the attain- 
ment of what our indiitingt and bounded views 
reprefent, as the molt perfe& of earthly bleil- 
ings. Of thefe, he mitances wealth, power, 
eloquence, military glory, and perfonal accom. 
plifhments ; all of which have, as he obferves, 
proved dangerous or defiructive to their refpec. 
tive poffeffors. Frorm hence, he argues the 
wifdom of acquiefcing in the difpeniations of 
Heaven ; and concludes with a form of pray- 
er, in which he points out, with great force and 
beaaty, the objects for which a rational being 


‘may prefume to approach the Almighty. 






































































4 essiettge, ae . ag fia 
ae 





. a oe 
z Re ae 


= 


hee 


MSTA 


—— 


P ish pe Sees. 
Be ee ee ee 


2m RE EE tei eS Lehi APT 





hg ss 


aa 


a 
= 


mo 





We beg pernicious g gifts in every {tates 


i2 


IN every clime, from Ganges’ diftant ftream | 
To Gades, gilded by the weltern beam, 
Few, from the clouds of mental error free, 
In its true light, or good or evil, fee. 
For what, with reafon, do we feek or fhun? q 
What plan, how happily doe’er begun, 
That, when achiev’d, we donot with h undone? 
The Gods have heard, with too indulgent ears, 
And cruth’d whole families beneath their pray- 
ers. 
Bewilder’d thus, by folly or by fate, 


A copious tide, a full and rapid flow 

Of eloquence, lays many a {peaker low ; 

E’en ftrength itfelf is fatal ; Milo tries 

His wondrous arms, and in "the trial dies. 

But heaps of wealth have {flill more danger- 

ous prov’d, 

(Too anxiouily amafs’d, too fondly lov’d, ) 

Heaps, which o’er common fortunes proudly 
rife, 

As o’er the dolphin towers the whale in fize. 

Hence, in thofe dreadful times, at Nero’s word, 

The ruffan bands untheath’d the murderous 
fword, 

Lufh’d to the {welling coffers of the great, 
And feiz’d the rich domain, and lordly feat 
While {weetly in their cock-lofts flept the poor, 
And heard no foldier thundering at their door. 
The traveller, freighted with a little wealth, 
Sets forth at night, and makes his way by 

ttealth ; 
k’en then, he fears the bludgeon and the blade, | 
And flaris at every rufh’s waving fhade : 
While, void of care, the beggar trips along, 
And, in the fpoiler’s prefence, trolls his fong. 
The firft great wifh we all with rapture own, 
The general cry, to every temple known, 
1s gold, .. gold! “O give us gold, ye 
pow ers 
“ And let ov + neighbot’s coffer yield to ours !” 
Yet none from earthen bowls dettruction fip : 
Dread then the baneful draught, when at thy 
lip 
The goblet mantles, grac’d with gems divine, 
And the broad gold inttames the Setine wine. 
And do we now admire the {tories told 
Of the two fages, fo renown’d of old ; 
How This for ever laugh’d, when’er he flept 
Acrofs the threfhold ; ‘That, for ever wept ? 
But all can laugh :—the wonder yet appears, 
What fource iupplied the eternal {tream of 
tears ! 
Democritus, at every flep he took, 





His fides with unextinguill’d laughter fhook, 

"Though in his days, O ‘Thrace! thy fimple 
towns 

No fafces, litters knew, no purple gowns,— 

What ! had he feen, in his triumphal car, 

Amid the dulty Cirque confpicuous far, 

The Pretor perch’d aloft, fuperbly drett 

In Jove’s gay tunic, with a trailing velt 

Of Tyrian tapeftry, and’o’er him fpread 

A crown, too bulky for a mortal head, 

Which a poor flave fupports, ordain’d to ride 

In the fame car, forfooth, to check his pride ! 

Add too, the ivory fceptre in his hands, 

The trumpeters, and the dependant bands 

That ftalk before him; addthefriendsin white, 

That lead his (teeds, allur’d to grace the fight, 

By the fond profpect of a dole at night ! 

Yes, in thofe times, in every varied fcene 
The good old man found matter for his fpleen: 
A wondrous Sage! whofe ltory makes it clear, 
That men may rife in folly’s atmofphere, 
Beneath Beotian fogs, of foul fublime, 

And great examples to the coming ‘time. 


| 
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He laugh’d aloud to fee the vulgar cares, 
Laugh’d at their joys, and fometimes at their 
tears 5 
Himfelf, the while, would mock a 
frown, 
when fhe threaten’d, 
drown. : 
Learn hence, that when we crowd each facred 
thrine, 
And fix our tablets omthe powers divine, 
Dangerous or uielef$ favours we require, 
And grow moft wretched through our own de- 
fire. 


Fortune’s 


And 


bid her hang or 


[To be continued.) 


A SONG. 
[Tune—the Humours of Glen. ] 


SOME fing of fweet Molly, fome fing of fair Nelly, 
And fome call fweet Sufy the caufe of their pain, 
Some love to be jolly, fome love melancholy, 
And fome love to fing of the Humours of Glen, 


But my only fancy is my pretty Nancy, 
In venting my pailion I'll ftrive to be plain, 

1’!] afk no more treafure, I'll feek no more pieafure, 
But thee, my dear Nancy, gin thou wert my ain. 


Mer beauty delights me, her kindnels invites me, 
Her pleafant behaviour is free from all ftain ; 
Theref. re, my {weet jewel, O do not prove crue!, 
Confent, my dear Nancy, and come be my ain. 


Her carriage is comely, her Jasguage is homely, © 
Her drefs i¢ quite decent, when ta’en in the main, 

She’s blooming in feature, fhe’s handfome in ftature, 
My charming, dear Nancy, O wert thou my ain. 


Like Phoebus adorning the fair ruddy morning 

Her bright eyes are {parkling, her brows are ierene, 
Her yellow locks fhining, in beauty combining, 

My charming fweet Nancy, wilt thou be my ain ? 


The whole of her face is with maidenly grace 
Arrayed likethe gowands, that grow in yon glen, 
She is well thap’d and flender, true hearted and tender, 
My charming {weet Nancy, O wert thou my ain. 


I’ll feek through the nation for fome habitation 
To the ter my jewel from cold, fnow, and rain, 
With fongs to my deary, I’ll keep her ay cheery, 
My charming {weet Nancy, gin thou wert my ain. 


1’}! work at my calling to furnifh my dwelling 
With every thing needful thy Ife to fuftain, 
Thou thalt not fit fingle, but, by a clear ingle, 
1’ll marrow thee, Nancy, whea thou art my ain, 


I’|] make true affeftion the conftant dire&ion 
Of loving my Nancy, while life doth remain ; 


Though youth will be wailing, true love @aall be lafling, 
My charming {weet Nancy, gin thou wert my ain. 


But what if my Nancy fhould alter her fancy, 
To favour another, be forward and fain, 

I will not compel her, but plainly 1’ll tell her 
eee thou falfe Nancy, thou’fe ne’er be my ain. 
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FOR THE LITERARY TABLET. 
A TALE. 
THE night was dark, the winds blew high, 
And whittled round the hill ; 


The cloud-veil’d ftars forfook the fky, 
The voice of mirth was {till. 





When Mary left a father’s home, 
And brav’d the gloom to prove 

That dangers, darknefs, winds and ftorm, 
Can never conquer love. 


The fire of tempefts, clad in wrath, 
Rode howling thro’ the ftorm ; 

Deftruction fhot acrofs the path, 
Ab, death how multiform ! 








Alone fhe ftray’d, (O Damon hear) 
Unconfcious of affright, 
Difdain’d the elemental war, 
And horrors of the night. 


For thee fhe fought and found the bower, 
Where you had fworn to be ; 

For thee endur’d the cruel fhower, 
Difclaim’d the world for thee— 


For thee, all night fhe dar’d to roam, 
For thee, fhe call’d and cri’d ; 

For thee had left her friends and home, 
For thee, fhe wept and—died. 


Your tongue mellifl’ous ftole her heart— 
You threw that heart away ; 

And now ftand foremoft in the art 
To flatter and betray. 


But Mary’s fad, untimely fate 
Forewarns each fickle fair, 

In language ftrong and voice elate, 
“ Beware, beware, beware !” 


A. Z. 
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RESIGNATION. 


Mr. Ortannvo, 


Lhe following lines were written by a young 
man, who, at the age of twenty-one, was wafling 
away with a lingering difeafe, for the purpofe of 
reconciling hit friend to his approaching fate. Bs 
publifhing them, you will oblige Z. W. 





AH, ceafe; my friend, to mourn my fate, 
Calt off that filent gloom ; ; 
From pain releas’d, with hope elate, 
I haiten to the tomb. 


For why, my Edwin, why repine 
At ftubborn fate’s decree ; 

Or long to linger out my time, 

* Since death can fet me free ? 


Difcard the thought ; a life of woe 
Will clofe, or foon or late, 

Andall mutt hear, or wifh’d or no, 
Ihe dark decrees of fate. 


I hail that day, with pure delight, 
When I my breath refign, 

And foaring to the realms of light 
With choirs of angels join. 


Full well I know the ills of life, 
Misfortune’s darling child, 
And gladly quit a world of ftrife 
By brighter {cenes beguil’d. 


An infant, I was doom’d to pain, 
A. youth, by want opprefs’d. 

With manhood’s bloom pale ficknefs came,-- 
But foon will grant me relt. 


Ceafe, then, my friend, to mourn my lot, 
My life,.with joy I yield ; 

My pains, my wants, my cares forget, 
I gain the blifsful field. 
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